Poems, 

The Onker-bioomes have full as dcepe a die,’ 

As the perfumed tinfture oftheRofes, 

Hang on fuch thornes»and play as wantonly. 

When fummcrs breath theismaiked buds difclofes * 
Butfor their vertue onely in their fliow, 

They live unmoov’d,and unrefpeeted fade, 

Die to tbernfclves. Sweet Rofes doe not fo, 

Of theirfweet dcathes,are fweeteft odors made; 
And fo or you, beautions and lovely youth. 

When thatfiiall vade,by verfe diftils your truth. 


'the force of love. 

gHing your Have what Ihould I doe but tend, 
v pon the houres,and times of your defire ? 

I have no precious time at alltofpend, 

Nor fcrvices to doc till you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world without end hourc* 
Whilft I(my foveraigne) watch the dock for you. 
Nor thinkc the bitterneffe of abfence fowrc. 

When you have bid your fervant once adiic. 

Nor dare I queftion with my jealous thought. 
Where you may be, or yourafFaires fuppofc, 

Eut like a iad Have ftay and thinkc of nought 
Save where you are, how happy you make thofe. 

S<o true afooleislove^thatinyour Will, 

( 1 hough you doe any thing) he thinfccs no ill, 

“ har God iorbid,that made me firft your flave, 

I ftould in thought controiile your times of pleasure, 


Teems 

Or at your band th’account of houses to craved 
Being your vaflaik bound to (lay your leifure* 
Oh let me fufter (being at your beck) 
Th’impnfon d abfence ofyour libertie. 

And patience tame^o fufFerance bide each cheeky 
Without accufing you of injury. 

Be where you lift.your charter is fo ftrong. 

That you \ our feife may priviledge your time 
To what you will to you it doth belong, 

Your feife to pardon of fclfe-doing crime. 

J am to waite ,though waiting fo be heU, 

Not biame your pleafure be it ill or well; 


The beautie of Nature . 

iF there be noth jng new 3 but that which is, 

*Hacii beene before how are our braines beguild 
Wnich labouring for invention beare amifife 3 
The fecond burt en ot a former child ? 

0 tire record could with a back-ward Iooke, 

Evenof five hundreth courfes of the Sunne, 

Show me your image in fome antique booke, 

. Since mine at firft in character was done. 

1 h at I might fee what the old world could fay. 

To ti is compoled wonder of your trame^, 

Wheiher we are mended, or where better they 
Or whether revolution be the fame. 

Of furc L am t wits of former dayes, 
f o fubjefls work have given admiring praife. 1 

Love* 
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